Are no more seen, just so pass men.
O my invisible estate,
My glorious liberty, still late !
Thou art the channel my soul seeks,
Not this with Cataracts and Creeks.

VAUGHAN

Jolif and gay, ful of gladnesse,
Toward a river I gan me dresse,
That I herde renne faste by :
For fairer playing non saugh I
Than playen me by that riveer,
For from an hille that stood ther neer
Cam doun the streem ful stif and bold.
Cleer was the water, and as cold
As any welle is, sooth to seyne ;
And somdel lasse it was than Seine,
But it was straighter wel away.
And never saugh I, er that day,
The water that so wel lyked me ;
And wonder glad was I to see
That lusty place, and that riveer $
And with that water that ran so cleer
My face I wissh. Tho saugh I wel
The botme paved everydel
With gravel, ful of stones shene.
The medewe softe, swote, and grene,
Beet right on the water-syde.
CHAUCER
(from The Romatmt of the Rose)
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